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to the Korean Capital immediately after the Russo-Nipponese War
in 1905."
They stood before the Four Sages' Arbor on Genro Ito's Oiso villa.
The morning sun shone on them through the thick branches of plum
trees whose fruit was already grown to the size of a bean.
"Your last task must have been an arduous one. The wrinkles on
your forehead have deepened, your hair is thinner at the temples and
in front, and your beard is gray, Genro Ito."
"Ah, it took much out of me. But don't you think I did a good
job in Korea? No other Nipponese could have done what I did." Ito
raised one shoulder, and said: "Don't you think I look much more
dignified than I used to?"
"Yes, you do. An increased frosty touch in your appearance has
given you a more elderly look—"
"I'm not talking about that. Don't you remember I was elevated to
princehood last year? I am Prince Ito—"
"Huh, that's right."
"Ah, you're disgusting. You don't pay any attention to titles. In
your eyes a title is something like a gold coin before the eyes of a
cat, as we say—doesn't mean a thing. No Nipponese subject can rise
higher than Prince. I rose from the lowest to the supreme rank. In the
Imperial Court I am allowed to sit next to the Emperor because 1
was honored with the 'Collar of the Grand Cordon of the Chrysan-
themum,' too. Now that I'm home again, Oiso will once more be the
center of politics. I expect a lot of visitors today."
"I hope they will call you Prince Ito," remarked Saionji.
"Well, they can address me as Former Resident-General in Korea,
Genro Prince Ito—"
"Huh, but where is the title of the Privy Council Presidency to
which you have been reappointed?" Mischievously, Saionji added: "If
a slow-talking man like Matsuda is required to say all that, it will
take him a half hour—"
"You are as cynical as ever. Your hair is getting gray—much more
so than mine. I may get bald-headed, but you'll be totally white,
as if you had a cotton cap!"
"Huh, I guess you are ready to remain quiet from now on!"
"Well, yes, Saionji-san, I have one more trip." Ito swallowed his
words with his cigar smoke.
"Do you have a secret plan or something?"
Saionji lighted his cigarette.

